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in this locality he passed many happy days. Here it was
that "Alastor" was written, the poem wherein Shelley
first rises into the realm of absolute poetry. Sometimes
Peacock, then a resident at Marlow, would walk over
and join the young people for a short time; and late
in August a delightful water excursion was made, in
which both Peacock and Charles Clairmont were of the
party. Those were happy days indeed for Shelley, as
the friends sailed or oared their way up the lovely
river reaches, till at last, in the golden September glow,
the spires of Oxford rose above the riverine alders and
willows. At the ancient city they disembarked, and
Shelley showed Mary his former haunts, and the rooms
he and Hogg had occupied when the fiat of expulsion
had gone forth against them. Thereafter they proceeded
up-stream to a mile or two beyond Lechlade, fourteen
miles from the source of the Thames, but finding the
stream too shallow they had perforce to return. Windsor
was reached again in four days, and all felt better in
mind and body for the happy experience. Shelley, as
Clairmont wrote to his sister Claire, had even obtained
" the ruddy, healthy complexion of the autumn," and had
become "twice as fat as he used to be." With pleasant
companionship, freedom from trouble, joy in the beauty
of earth, river, and sky (and, as Peacock records, whole-
somely fed), Shelley found it easy to believe that health
was no impossible dream for him. But in the midst of
this transient happiness he was keenly alive to hints of
melancholy and sadness. While night descended upon
stream-swept Lechlade, he was touched with the pathos
and mystery of the scene. The Thames near Lechladee ideal life, behaved
